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pbeface: 



In the following Poems the Author has given ex- 
pression to the thoughts and feelings of the Operatives of 
Lancashire, during the most terrible crisis through which 
they have ever passed. He possesses all the qualities requisite to 
enable him to do this successfully. He is as familiar .with the 
various features of their every-day life as any one can be. His 
knowledge is not that of an outsider, who simply looks on at a 
new phase of life and describes what he sees ;— it is the know- 
ledge possessed by one who is closely related to the people 
themselves, and who has himself shared their wants, their 
struggles, and their pleasures. 

This is scarcely the place for me to say what I think of these 
Poems. My conviction is that they evince considerable merit 
and will meet with all the appreciation which they deserve ; 
but besides that, this little book stands to me as a memorial of a 
frendship between myself and its Author ; a friendship which has 
lasted from the time when we were both- lads toiling in the same 
dyehonse, to' now, when we .hfjve^: both/escaped from our former 
uncongenial life. ' 

To myself and my friend, the period of- distress which has 
not yet quite ended, has been of niore importance than it can 
have been to others less intei^s^ed- in ^tfe*«^lfare of the Operative 
Classes. We have both hoped IfftF^lh* these ** hard times'' some 
seed should be sown, which, in its germination and ultimate 
growth, should spread lasting good amongst those who have 
suffered so much. 

JOHN WHITTAKEB, 

'* ALancashibb Lab/' 
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pom. 



C^ET o' thoosc sing o* queens an' kings, 
^Ir An' men ^own great i*th' wuld, ut may; 
To humbler folk a^y'll pitch mi sthrings, 

tit's mooar to do an' less to say. 
Mi counthry words aw couldno set. 

Nor tune mi heart to sing a song 
To th' praise o' great folk, an' forget 

The lowly poor aw'r bom among. 



PROEM. 



What tho* mi verse ne'er gain a name 

Among the rich, the hee, an' great, 
Tho' aw should dee miknown to fame. 

An' soon as dyead be eawt o' date ? 
Mi task shall just be th' same, — to sing 

Mi song o' poor men's sorrows here; 
To touch my neighbour's heart, an' bring 

Fro th* heart to th' een the kindly tear. 



m. 
To keep the good alive within. 

To bar o' th' wust o' feelins eawt. 
To Uytch him he's o' th' kith an' kin 

Of o' th' poor workers reawnd abeawt; 
To taytch him th' poor, should be to th' poor. 

Their best o' friends, an' while they plod 
This heartless wuld, they should be sure 

To learn to trust thirsels an' God. 



IV. 

To write a verse ut stirs a heart. 

To help some brother ut*s i' pain. 
To act a good an' kindly part. 

Con hardly be t' ha* lived i* vain. 
To sthrive thro' sich a toime o' sthrife 

To hope thro* sich long gloomy days, 
UU sweeten one's declinin' life, 

An's wuth a wuld o' empty praise. 





Sl%4 (Jfn^ts l^ass. 



# 



LADY, lad)^, stop awhile. 
Until mi little tale*awVe towd ; 
To-day awVe wandhert mony a mile. 

O'er teigh'rin roads i' th' weet and cowd. 
Ne'er shake yoar yead cose aw*m ill-clad. 

For yo* mistak mi aim, aw'm sure ; 
Aw'm noan a beggar — nowt so bad — 
Aw'r aye to preawd, aw'm neaw to poor. 



THE FACTORY LAS8. 
II. 

Aw'm secchin' wark to help us thro?— 

Aw'd scorn a beggar's cringin' part ; — 
Bo sthrivin hard, an* clemmin' too> 

It welly breaks a body's heart. 
Yo known what mills abeawt are stopt. 

An' beawt ther's wark, what con one have ? 
Eawr toothri things we*n sowd or popt — 

An' as for savin', we»d nowt t' save. 



lU. 



Mi feyther dee'd some siic yer sin. 

An' me an' mother then wur left ; 
For these last three mi mother's bin 

O'th use o* her reet arm bereft. 
Mi wage sin then yo seen's kept two. 

An' so yo're sure we'n had no fat ; 
We*n ne'er complained, we'n made it do. 

Bo coujd we save owt eawt o* that ? 



THE FACTORY LASS. 



IV. 

Aw wortcht, mi mother stopt at whoam. 

An' did what wi* one aim hoo could, 
Hoo know'd what toime aw'r sure to come, 

Hoo kept up th' feighV an' geet me food. 
Hoo swept an' dusted, an' sich things 

Ut mab a whoam t' look snug an' breet, 
Ut sich a lot o' comfort brings 

When every little thing's done reet. 



Hoo'd set mi cheer i' th' warmest nook. 

An* hond mi bit o' th' sewin* eawt; 
An' quietly then hoo'd get her book. 

An' some good thing hoo'd read abeawt. 
When th' Summer days come warm an' brect. 

Thro' o' th' green meadow walb hoo'U goo, 
Wheer fleaw'rs are grewin* rich an' sweet. 

An' mony a bonny bunch hoo'U poo. 



THl FACTORY LASS. 



Sich yallow buttercups ther'll be. 

An' little daisies gowd an' white. 
An' sprigs o' sweet wild thyme for me ; 

For her a bit o' blue eyebright. 
Wild roses oft hoo co's her pets ; 

Hoo likes a bonny breet bluebell. 
Wood violets hoo ne'er forgets. 

Nor th' little charmin' pimpemeL 

VII. 

To help mi mother, ut's so kind, 

Aw'm here an' seechin' wark so late; 
As preawd a soul yo'U hardly find,— • 

Hoo'U ha no tootin int' eawr state. 
Th' rich folk abeawt ull sometimes co, 

They'n known mi mother mony a yer ; 
They'n towd her if hoo'll let em know 

When owt hoo wants, they'll get it her. 



TBI PACTORY LASS. 



It*8 kind o* them^ to her it's pain, 

Hoo feels it keenly, if hoo*d tell ; 
Tho* thankful f(M- o*th trouble ta*en. 

Aw couldna tak their gifts mysel. 
"Sally/* hoo's said, when they'n bin gone. 

An' awVe tumt reawnd an* softly smoilt, 
" These great rich folk dun o' they con 

To kill us wi their pity, phoilt,** 



IX. 

Owd folk betoimes are cross an' sore. 

An* speaken sharp when things are weel. 
So when they're clemmin o*th day o'er. 

An* cripplet, too, they're sure to feeL 
Aw dunno think hoo wants t' offend. 

Bo bein' pitied mab her sore ; 
Hoo sometoimes thinks her arm ull mend. 

An be just like it wur before. 



1HB FACTORY LASS. 



Bo then aw know it never will ; 

Aw tell her^ when hoo*8 that rood bent, 
We*st manish oather weel or ill. 

An hoo mun rest hersel content. 
It's toime ut wortchin hoo did beawt. 

An* heaw mich betther things ud be. 
If hoo'd bo sattle deawn witheawt. 

An' lyev sich like as that to me. 

Aw want mi mother's life t' be beams 

O' sunshine while on earth hoo stops ; 
Aw want her comfort t' flow i' sthreams, 

Aw want her care fpr t* come i' dhrops. 
Let her poo fleaw'rs i' th' woods abeawt. 

An' fix *em t' plez her i' her pot, 
Wi here an' theer just peepin' eawt. 

Blue eycbright an' fo^geMne*no^ 



lO THE FACTORY LASS. 



Aw'm quite content ut th' fkcthory lass 

Shall bear her. mother's weight o' care^ 
Shall help her when hard thrials pass. 

An' in her quiet pleasures share. 
Neaw, lady, my short tale awVe towd. 

If wark for wages yo con give, 
Aw'd rayther have it than yoar gowd ; 

Aw '11 bless yo for it while aw live. 





WT'HIS fiiggin' on, this wastin' sthrife, 
^^ This drudgin' wark wi scanty fare. 
This chetin' dyeath ut we co'n life, 

Wi ev'ry comfort dasht wi care : 
To ate and sleep, to fret an' slave, 

F this breet wuld o' sun and fleaw'rs. 
If this wur o* poor men could have 

They'd weary soon o'th' bitther heawrs. 



1 2 THI PLCASOftB O WBOAM. 



Bo jc^hs crop up ?th' midst o' cares. 

The o'ersthimig mind is on cm set ; 
The ckawdy broo ot sorrow wears. 

We haidty see an' soon fbiget. 
Aw find a wnld o* pleasant things 

Come creawdm' rcawnd sometimes, aw'm sure ; 
An some ut God's denied to kings, 

An's gan i" plenty onto th" poor. 



III. 

At th' eend o' th* day, mi wark o' done. 

An' quite content, aw'm sat at whoam ; 
Mi childher brimmin o'er wi fun, 

Ull singin' reawnd abeawt me come. 
An th* young'st ull romp up on mi knee, 

Jin th' next between mi legs ull get. 
An th* owdcst in his cheer ull be, 

Hutcht qlose ^s it con weel be set. 



THE PLEASURES O* WHOAIi. I 3 



IV. 

What merry laughs, what lispins, then, 

O* woncflirous things they'n chanced to see. 
What kissins reawnd and reawnd agen, 

It*s busy wark to mind o* three ; 
What flingin' arms ibeawt nil neck. 

What passin' fingers thro' mi yure. 
What neighsy fun witheawt a check. 

What rowlin' o'er and o*er o'th* floorc. 



An' th' wife looks on wi glist'nin' e'e. 

An' smile ut dhrives o' care away ; 
Heaw preawd hoo feek it's plain to see, 

I' watchin' th' childher romp and play. 
When sleep is sattlin' on their lids. 

An' oitch begins to nod its yead, 
O' reawnd agen aw kiss mi brids. 

Afore hoo packs 'em off to bed. 



14 TBI PLBASURBS O WHOAM. 



VI. 

And tho* cawr crust be hard an' bare, 

Tho' pctches on eawr dhress be seen ; 
An' th' sky hang black wi clcawds o' care, 

Wi hardly one blue rent between ; 
Tho' th' rich o' life's good things han moore, 

They'n noan as mony scenes like this ; 
Thus heaven i' kindness gies to th' poor 

No scanty foretaste of its bliss. 





(Rnvst 0' Mart 



§ROTHER JIM, 
It's bo sad news aw send. 
An' aw dun know heaw t' write it, aw'm sure. 
For to tell folk o' one's own disthress 

Con be no pleasant task for the poor 
Bo eawr mesther has lockt up his mill. 

An' beawt wark, thae knows weel, there's no brass. 
An beawt brass there's no mayt, so thae sees 
Ut we'n gettcn fer on i* this pass. 



t6 



«AWT O' WARK. 



II. 



We con get nowt fro* th' shopkeepers neaw;' 

They con thrust us no mooar abeawt here; 
Bo they'n done very weel oppo' th' whul. 

While this wark*s bin so awkart and queer : 
For they stoode eawt as long as they could^ 

To help o' ut ud pay, or ud thry ; 
An' o' thoose folk ut couldno, they fiin 

It wur dhreadful hard wark to deny. 



III. 
Thae con thiiik o' What fates ther wur. 

When he fust put up th* notice to stop; 
Childer laughed, feythers soikt, mothers wept. 

An' ther sich heavy hearts thro' o' th' shop. 
Me an' th' wife, when aw geet whoam at neet. 

Had to talk it o' o'er, un hoo said, 
Ut if th' wust coom to th' wust we should then 

Ha for t' turn some o' th' oddments to bread. 



BAWT O WARK. I 7 



Well, eawr ianuly Bible, wi th* clasps. 

An* mi gronfeyther's name in, wc*n sowd. 
An' mi gronmother's pray'r-book, ut wur 

O'er a hundret an' forty yer owd; 
An' that owd oaken dhresser's gone too, 

Wi' thoose fine, fancy carvins o' th' feet; 
£h ! it's dhreadful wark sthrippin' one's whoam. 

An' it's heartwringin' too, mon, to see't. 



r. 

Neaw we'n not a red cindher i'th' gntte. 

An' o'th' chUdher gone hongry to bed; 
To their sthraw, for their beds han bin sowd. 

An' their blankets, too, bless thee, for bread. 
Heaw aw hush-a-be-bo'd little Bob, 

An' his mother, eh. Lord ! heaw hoo soikt, 
Wi great tears runnin' wot deawn her face. 

As eawr little thing yammert an' skroikt. 



1 8 EAWT O' WARK. 



Aw've bin us'd to walk th' wuH badly shod. 

When ther lots o* sharp stones uppo th' greawnd ; 
Aw know ncaw what it is to want bread 

Wi mi little brids o* gapin' reawnd ; 
Wi 'em gapin an' chirrupin' too, 

Wi a chirrup ut winno be still : — 
It's a vast ugly fix to be in, 

Th' cubbert empty an' bailies to fill. 



Som'dy sent Will an ar'nt th' tother day. 

An' they gan him a cake to bring whoam; 
So he shar'd eawt wi Nanny an' Bob, . 

An' a bit he put bye for eawr Tom; 
An' their mother an' me while they eete, 

Stoode an' watcht, an' so fed second-hond ; 
Niblin' close enoof this side o' th' grave. 

Let us hope for good pasther beyond. 



EAWT O WARK. 1 9 

VIII. 

When they'd eaten thdr meawtlhftii apiece. 

They'd a notion o' mankin' a bit; 
Bo then Famine ud mate noan wi Fun^ 

An' they conldno male grim Sorrow t' flit ; 
So they keaw'rt em deawn uppo th' floore. 

An' they talkt abeawt th' stoppin* o' th' mJU; 
An' they towd o'er their sthring o' complaints. 

As ther's childher o'ergrown sometoimes will. 

IX. 

If ther wur bo some wark for his dad. 

An' his mam ud keep th' things Will could do ; 
For his velveteen breeches hoo'd sowd. 

An' his jacket, his cap, an' shoon, too. 
Little Nanny chim'd in wi him here, — 

" Aye, an' my pratty frock's gone an' o*. 
An' mi boots, an' white stockins, an' cape. 

An' mi bonnet, an' noice paleto." 



20 SAWT O WARK* 



An' o' thattens their little tongues ran ; 

Bo sich prattlin o* went agen th' grain ; 
When misfortins are bad o'thirsels^ 

Frettin* childher uU lessen no pain. 
Heaw we look back to th' past wi regret, 

Wi a present so bleak an' so dhrear ; 
An' a future so dhreadfiilly blank, 

Ut Hope's deein while sthronger grows Fear. 



X. 

Aw wur wadin' lip deep i' disthress. 

Mi wife wastin' wi clemmin* an' care ; 
O' mi childer kept cravin' for bread. 

An' mi sorrows geet hardher to bear. 
For eawr sperits wur quite brocken deawn. 

An* o' gone wur eawr fiimily pride ; 
An' we'd plann'd, an' we'd schem'd, an' we'd clem'd. 

An' we'd no honest shift left unthried. 



BAWTO WARK. 21 

XI. 

We could still gwo to th' booard, an' aw went, — 

Towd mi tale wi' great tears i' mi een, — 
" Yo'n a very hard case, John, they said. 

Welly th' hardest we*n yet ever seen ; 
Bo this awful condition o' things, 

An» th' wur state ut we're fast comin' to, 
Maks admittance to th' ' Heawse ' John, for yo, 

Abeawt th' very best thing we con do. " 



Theer aw stoode, an' kept starin' awhoile ; 

Aw wur gloppent wi' th* sentence they'd pass'd ; 
An' mi heart leapt fair up int* mi throat. 

Till aw broke eawt a skroikin' at last. 
For iw know'd heaw aw'd powlart an' teighlt. 

An' aw'd done o ut e'er a mon could ; 
Hopin' t' keep mi boat swimmin' thro' th' storm. 

An' aw neaw felt it sinkin* i th' flood. 



22 £AWT O WARK. 



Any mon wi' a good lovin' woife. 

An* wi* childlier o prattlin' abeawt; 
Wi* a whoam, when Cher's wark, loike a heaven. 

He may partly mi feelin's mak eawt. 
Aw*ve bin strugglin' up th' hiV o mi loife, 

An' did hope better days aw should see ; 
Bo aw*8t stick to mi whoam tho* it*s bare. 

For a bastile is no place for me. 



So we'n nowt for it neaw bo clem on. 

For aw darno tell this tale to th' wpife ; 
To their own, folk uU cling i' disthress, 

It*s so hard to be parted i* loife, 
Thea mun just fling a thowt neaw an* then. 

O'er to us ut's sich reason t* be sad ; 
An* thea '11 bear mi good wishes o reawnd. 

To thi woife an' thi la^jses an* lad. 




IPbitl^ d^tottigVs Wn\^ 



/^jj^ 1 dear ! what weary toimes are these, 
^^ There's nob'dy ever knew 'cm wur ; 
For honest wortchin' folk one sees 

By scores reawnd th' Poor-law office dur. 
It's bad to see't, bo wns a dyeal. 

Wen one's sel helps to mak up th' lot ; 
We'n nowt to do, wc damo steyle. 

Nor con we beighl an empty pot. 



24 PHIUP CLOUGH 8 TAL& 



Aw hate this pooin oakum wark> 

An 'breakin* stones to get relief; 
To be a pauper— pity's mark — 

Ull break an honest heart wi grief. 
We're mixt wi th' stondin paupers, too, 

Ut winno wortch' when wark's t' be had ; 
Con this be reet for them to do. 

To tak no thowt o' good or bad ? 



To wortch wi* paupers aw*d noa dcA, 
Aw'd starve until aw sunk to th' fioore ; 

Bo th' little childher bring me to *t — 
One 's like to bend for them, yo're sure;. 

Heawever hard things are or queer. 
We're loike to tak 'em as they come ; 

^or th' cravin' stomach 's awlus theer, 
' childher conno clem awhoam. 



PHILIP CLOUGH's tale. 25 

IV. 

When wark fell off aw did mi best 

To keep misel an' faih'ly clear ; 
Mi wants aw've never forrud prest. 

For pity is a thing to fear. 
Mi little savin's soon wur done. 

An' then aw sowd mi toothri things — 
Mi books an' bookcase, o are gone, — 

Mi mother's picther, too, fun wings. 



A bacco box wi two queer lidsi. 

Sent whoam fro' Indy by John Bell; 
Mi fuschia plants an' pots, mi brids . 

An' cages, too, aw're forced to sell. 
Mi feyther's rockin' cheer 's gone. 

Mi mother's comer cubbart, too ; 
An' th' eight days clock has followed, mon ; 

What con a hongry body do ? 



26 PHILIP CLOVGH's tale. 



VI. 

AwVe gan mi litdc garden up, 

Wi' mony a pntty fleawr an' root; 
Aw've sowd mi gronny's silver cup, 

AwVe sowd mi uncle Robin^s flate ; 
AwVe sowd mi tables, sowd mi beds. 

Mi bedstocks, blankets, sheets as weel ; 
Oitch neet o' sthraw we rest eawr yeads. 

An' we an' God known what we feel. 



vn. 

AwVe sowd until awVc nowt to sell. 

An' heaw we'n clemm'd 's past o' belief; 
An' wheer to goo aw couldno tell. 

Except to th' "Booard *' to get relief. 
Ther wur no wark, for th* mill wur stopt ; 

Mi childher couldno dee, yo known : 
Aw'm neaw a pauper, cose aw*ve dhropt 

To this low state o' breakin' stone. 



PHILIP clovgh's tale. ^'] 



Bo once aw knew % different day. 

When cv'ry heawr ud comfort bring ; 
Aw earn'd mi bread an' paid mi way, — 

Aw wouldno stoop to lord or king. 
Aw felt mi independence then. 

Mi sad dependance neaw aw know ; 
Shall e*er aw taste thoose jeighs agen. 

Or e'er live thro' these days o' woe ? 





^ooi ^tm. 



O^rtr'EAW, Matty, lass, come dhreigh thi e'en, 
^i:^ An' smooten eawt thi wrinklet broo. 
Good things to-day awVe yeard an* seen. 

An' when thea knows thea'll say so too. 
Aw lamt to-day whoile aw'r i'th' teawn. 

An' ev'ry body knows it theer, 
Ut folk i' Lunnon yon are beawn 

To send us brass to help us here. 



GOOD NEWS. 29 



II. 

Aw seed a mon ut th' news had bowt, 

He'r readin it, so aw made bowd 
To ax him if he knew ther owt 

Ith* papper same as aw'd bin towd. 
He show'd it me, an' theer aw read 

What just before aw*d yeard 'em say; 
An' brass wur comin' in it said. 

By mony a theawsant peawnd a-day. 

ni. 
Neaw this is betther news than loike ; — 

An' what aw thowt they'd do, or thry ;- 
Nay never shake thi yead an' soik, 

As if thea thowt it o' a lie. 
Thea hardly thinks ut aw should goo 

An* mak a tale like this, — by th' mass. 
Aw yeard it, an' aw seed it too. 

An' read it eawt o'th* papper, lass. 



30 GOOD NKWS. 



Sich tales owd naybor Turner's towd, 

Heaw folk these fifty yer ban bin 
I' sich loike toimes, and neaw he's owd 

He thinks they'n never autthert sin. 
Yo'n talkt an' talkt, an' still yo say 

Ut as folk wur they'll be agen ; 
Tho oft awVe shown before to-day 

Ut th' wuld is makin' betther men. 



They dunno want sich folk as us. 

To places loike a bastile goo ; 
An' theer be parted, an' what's wus. 

Be parted fro eawr childher too ; 
Wi oppen hont an' willm' heart. 

They're comin to eawr help, thea see* 
So weel they know heaw t' do their part. 

They never fail i' toimes like these. 



GOOD NEWS. 31 



VI. 

AwVe towd thi, Matty, reet or wrong. 

To mind an' not dhrive Hope atvay. 
For to mysel hoo's o* along 

Kept growin* breettker cv'ry day. 
Aw think when Satan coom fro Hell 

To Paradise, to him 'twur given 
To tempt poor Eve, an' when hoo fell. 

An' th' Angels flew away to heaven, 

VII. 

Ut one stopt here, an' when the twain 

Tum'd o' adhrift did fret an' mope, 
Hoo spoke 'em kindly, sooth'd their pain. 

An' Eve an' Adam co'd her Hope; 
Fro then till neaw deawn here hoo's bin. 

Her kindly face is known to th' poor ; 
Eawr hearts are leet when hoo's within. 

An' th' wuld ud miss her neaw for sure. 
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vni. 

Be thankfiil, lass, not hard t' believe, 

We'n wanted this for mony a day ; 
An' what they give, be fain t* receive. 

An' ever wish, an' ever pray, 
For kindly blessins on oitch yead, 

Ut in this wark has ta'en a part ; 
_ To bring to hongry stomachs bread. 

An* peace to mony an achin' heart. 





(j^ WM gotten neaw to sich a state, 
^A It's hardly possible t' be wur : 
Mi wark's o' done, mi brass an' mayt, 

An' aw con carry on no fUr. 
It's bin a job for months an' mooar 

To get bwoth cends to meet and tee, 
Aw'r bad enoof i' wark, for sure. 
Bo stoppin' plays the duJe wi mc. 

D 
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Aw'st ha to goo a breakin' stone, 

A wortchin* for a pauper's pay ; 
Or get relief fro folk ut known 

Aw' met ha bin o' rcet to-day. 
For tackier Tom con stond it o' ; 

My place has bin as good as his, 
An' heaw it comes aw' hardly know, 

Ut aw'm i' sich a plight as this. 



III. 

We'd bwoth wortcht yon, at th' toime we stopt, 

Abeawt a dozen year or so ; 
We bwoth at once i' wedlock popt, — 

That's summat loike ten year ago. 
We bwoth wur sarved alike i' pay. 

We'd bwoth t' same keawnt o' looms to fit ; 
Bo neaw an then aw' lost a day 

By gettin' uppo th' spree a bit. 
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Aw see it neaw, — that's it, by th' mass; 

This fuddlin's ta'en mi strength away ; 
This losin* toime an' spendin' brass 

Has left, me b«awt support to-day. 
Thro' o' these lots o' years ut's gone 

AwVe ne'er a whul week sober past, 
Aw've bin a gradely thowtless mon, 
. An' neaw it's fun mi eawt at last. 



Tom Jackson's just done th' thing ut's reet. 

An' aw've done wrong wi my consarn ; 
His little whoam is fair a seet 

An' my poor place is like a bam. 
It's sometoime sin aw ycard him say 

He'd sav'd a hundhret peawnd or two ; 
Heaw difTrent aw should be to-day 

Could aw say th' same, an' it wur thrue. 



36 AFTHER THOWT. 



VI.. 

What sneers an' laughs awVe flung at Tom, 

An' jibes an' jokes when uppo th' spree; 
An' neaw to this sad state aw've come ; 

Good God 1 heaw he mun pky me. 
Heaw sthrangc ut aw should shut mi e'en 

To th' ills aw'r bringin' on my yead. 
An' couldno see, tho' plain t' be seen. 

The quiet cosy life Tom led. 



His childher, too, heaw clen an' smart, 

Heaw good an' kind, an' so polite ; 
An' my poor things, it wrings my heart, 

They'n bin so lost, neglected quite : 
To think ut Tom's con gwo to th' schoo. 

An' mine mun skulk abeawt i'th' loane ; 
Aw hardly know what's best to do. 

For fiiirly wild mi lads han grown. 



AFTHER THOWl. ^y 



Aw'm towd they*ll pitch an' toss an' swear. 

An' snig an' snatth owt wheer they con : 
What fearful things are these to bear. 

An' happen wur they're bringin' on. 
A little swearer, gambler, thief^ 

An honest mon con never be ; 
Sich nowty things are past belief 

O* th' lads one's dandl'd on their knee. 



IX. 

Aw'm ill to blame for their wild life. 

For ev'ry scampish thrick they'n done ; 
Hcaw oft awVc wamin's had fro' th' wife, 

Abeawt mi reckless carryin's on. 
When th* youngest choilt had th* maysels, thecr, 

Hoo begg'd me t* stop a whoam a bit, 
Aw'm sure hoo thowt it hard an' queer, 

Ut aw ne'er seem'd to notice it. 
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X. 

Bo while aw'd brass, aw'r sure to spree ; — 
As hoo wur howdin' th' choilt one ncet, 
" Eh, Jim," hoo said, " this lass ull dee, 
^ An' thea^s ne'er once e'er ax'd to see't." 
One tear fell, an' then another ; — 

Aw'r maddlct i' mi dhrink, an' kept 
Staring bwoth at th' choilt an' th' mother. 
An' th' mother look'd at th' choilt an wept. 



XI. 

An' it's to this aw've browt mysel. 

An' what a vagabond aw've bin ; 
Aw've made mi little whoam a hell. 

An' kept mi wife^an' childerin. 
What wondher hoo should fret an' pine; 

What wondher they should staylc an' swear ; 
What wondher at this plight o' mine ; 

Neglect ull ne'er do th' wark o' care. 
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xn. 

While Tom^s wortcht hard an' savM his braac, 

AwVe wortcht an* squandheit mine away ; 
No chance for th' betther would he pass, — 

Aw ne'er took thowt beyond a day. 
Thro' these hard toimes content he'll live. 

Fro cv'ry care o* want he's free ; 
An' mony a helpln' hont hc^U give,. 

While me an' mine ull paupers be. 





m^Wiii(fi ^&t}i^. 



«^f|3d^HY, Tom, heaw pale thea looks to-day : 
^"^^^■^ What ailst thee, neaw? Dost feel noan rcet^ 
Poo up thi cheer an' get thi tay. 

An' doff thi clogs and warm thi feet ; 
Aw 11 raych tlii flute eawt for thee lad, 

An' sing, if thea' 11 bo play a bit ; 

A whoam if Sorrow's noan t' be had. 

Should we goo eawt a fetchin* it ? 
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II, 

To-day o' th' childher notic'd, too^ 

Thea never kiss'd em^ an' lookt sad ; 
And Bobby said, when gooin t' schoo, 

'^Eh, Mam, ther's summut ails mi dad/ 
Thi mesther's like t' do th' best he con. 

An' cose he's forc'd to stop his mill. 
An' cose thear't forc'd t' be idle, mon, 

Thea shouldno let it mak thee ill. 



Aw know thea thinks thea'rt badly set. 

Bo look at th' naybors o' areawnd, 
Then ax thisel if thea should fret 

When thea's laid by two hundhret peawnd. 
Thoose little bits o' piled up thrift, 

Kept wi sich care, it's hard to lose ; 
Beawt lots o' things we had t' mak shift, 

P savin ev'ryone, thea knows. 



Bo then when o' i'th' place are browt 

To thrust to som*dy else for breads 
Thea keeps thisel an* wants for nowt; 

Is it for thee to hang thi yead ? 
Thea owt t' be preawd, and thankful feel, 

Thea wortcht while th' sun wur breet i'th sky ; 
Ther's folk ut owt t' ha done as weel 

Ut hanno put a farthin' by. 



An' while this weary wark gwos on. 

As like it will for mony a day ; 
While th' owd folk bear as best they con. 

An' th' young uns o' forget to play ; 
Con thea do nowt to kill thi care, 

Do nowt bo nuss an idle grief ; 
Will broodin' o'er thi little share 

O' sorrow bring thi mind relief? 
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VI. 
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There's mony a naybor's whoam bin sthript. 

Bo thine as yet keeps breet an' warm ; 
Ther's childher's cheeks by clemmin' nipt, 

Thy childhcr yet han ta'en no harm. 
Do pluck thi sperits up neaw, Tom, 

An' think what good thea'rt able t' do ; 
What comfort thea could bring to some. 

What needy souls thea could help thro'. 



vn. 

That feyther's sorrow 's bent his yead. 

This mother's grief 's witheawt a name ; 
Some owdest son may stayle for bread. 

Some owdest dowther sink to shame ; 
Some little lad may starvin' sob. 

Some little lass may break her heart : 
Think of eawr Fanny, Ben, an' Bob, 

An' stir thee up to tak' their part. 
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VJIU. 

God bless thi breet'nin' face an' een; 

Neaw dunno speak o' what thea'll do ; 
Thea's help'd thisel, let it be seen 

Ut thea con help thi naybor too. 
Wortch weel an' hard while th' toimes are bad. 

An' chcerin' things to sad hearts brmg ; 
Be like thisel, for Tom, mi lad, 

Compared wi thee heaw poor's a king ! 





gaftin* ^ktk 



EAW th' wife's i' bed, an' th childher, too. 

Aw '11 thry t' male eawt what state we're in 
Wi her i' th' mornin' aw 'II gwo thro' 

O' th' things agen sin slack we'n bin. 
It's full twelve months sin th' slackness coom. 

An' nine we'n wortcht three days a week ; 
At fust they dockt us off a loom, 

Wur things we had no lung to seek. 
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For soon o' warps they leet us wait. 

An' waitin' made eawr earnin's less ; 
It wur for o' an awkart state — 

O' some it made a gradely mess ; 
For th' badgers soon began to show 

They knew they'd weary toimes to pass. 
They manisht' t' let us wortchers know ; 

They'd nobbut sell for ready brass. 



By wortchin' hard aw'r able t' spare 

A thrifle eawt o' ev'ry pay, 
An' laid it by, lapt up wi care, 

Agen ther coom a rainy day. 
Aw fun aw'd fifteen peawnd sav'd up 

That day they made mi four looms three ; 
That day aw tasted fust o' th' cup 

Ut's bin a bitther cup to me. 
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IV. 



Mi owdest choilt wur just turnt five. 

Mi next wur gettin* close on foiu* ; 
Th' next bee wur two, and th* wick'stj' th* hive. 

An' th* youngest, some six months or mooar. 
Mi little heawsc o' things wur full. 

Bo th' mwost o' thoose are sowd an' gone ; 
Oitch thing wur good, an', uppo th' whul, 

Sich as becoom a wortchin' mon. 



V. 

Bo wi' mi loom mi savin's went. 

An' then to male mi case still wur, 
Aw had to tak a heawse less rent. 

Aw had t' give up mi newspapper. 
Mi barber too, aw towd Jim Bell, 

Aw'd nowt to spare for him, he'r sure ; 
Aw had t' begin an' shave myscl. 

An' get mi wife to pow mi yurc. 
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We'd vast hard wark to mak things do, 

Three looms ud scarce keep th' coach o*th' wheels ; 
Bo this we larnt, we had t' get thro'. 

An' find still wur close on its heels. 
When looms o* warps began to wait. 

It didno need a prophet t' tell 
Heaw we should ha' to regilate 

Eawr ins an' eawts to square thirsel. 

VII. 9 

What lots o' things we had t' suppress, 

Wheer we could pinch we mustno spare 
Heaw we kept sthrivin' t' do wi less. 

An' eh ! heaw hard it wur to bear. 
It took o'th' sugar eawt o'th' tay, 

It took o'th' butther off eawr bread. 
It took eawr beef an' cheese away. 

An' o' eawr bits o' dainties fled. 



TAKm^ sto6k. 

vni. 

An* as wc still kept battlin' on. 

Dark things abeawt fkr darker grew, 
'Twur fearful to a thinkin* mon, 

An* fixt him gradely what to do. 
Then th' three days coom, an aw'd begun 

To break in on mi little store ; 
An* that a hardher task aw fun'. 

Nor owt ut e'er had gone before. 

IX. 

When folk ut's sav'd a bit o' brass, 

By carefiil scrapm', mun stond still 
An' see it wear away, by th* mass. 

They'll own it gwos agen then- will ; 
An' bit by bit, as one may say. 

Mi little stock wur wearin' done; 
Aw'd reckont up to th' very day 

When every penny ud be gone. 
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Mi childher still could run abeawt, — 

They'd getten us'd to their dhreigh crust, 
Bo mony a toimc they went withcawt, 

An' grumblet rarely, too, at fust. 
Then th' fayver coom wl blightin' breath. 

An' o' mi bits o' fleawrct's fell 
Before it, one by one, and Dyeth 

Full soon took th' youngest to hissel. 



XI. 

Th' two owdest very soon geet weel, 

An' th' pother lee for weeks i' pain, 
An's poorly yet; aw sometimes feel 

Ut it ull ne'er be reet agen. 
Aw bore a dyel, mi wife still mooar, 

Hoo sat an sooth'd thoose little things, — 
Bo women then are angels sure, — 

Their very touch sich comfort brings. 
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Xtl. 

We took no thowt wi* th' childher ill. 

Bo geet em what they ncd fro' th* teawn ; 
As up we. ran eawr docther's bill, 

Eawr little store o' wealth ran deawn : 
It's neaw some toime sin th* last wur spent^ 

Mi credit, too, *s bin weel dhrawn on ; 
Aw ow a good reawnd sum for rent. 

An' o mi bits o' thraps are gone. 

xni. 

Aw ow Fleawr Tim for four weeks' mayt. 

An' Yardstick Tom for o that black 
We had at th' fun'ral o' eawr Kate; — 

Aw wish he could ha' te'en it back. 
Two pair o' shoon fro Pedlin' Bob, 

An Bob's as poor as poor con be ; 
He didno seem to like his job. 

Nor didno like denyin' me. 
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XIV. 



An' Limpin' Jim aw ow for^^th' coals 

We'n brunt these last two months or mooar : 
For milk awVe ne'er paid Betty Scholes, 

An' hardly ever shall, aw'm sure. 
For th' mill's stopt neaw — it wumo then ; 

Aw darno thry mi credit fur : 
Aw ow eawr Sally three peawnd ten^ 

An' dun know when aw'st pay it her. 



Aw'm hard up neaw, mi brass is done. 

An' what to do aw conno tell ; 
Aw'm deep i' debt wi ev'ry one 

Ut had owt they could land or sell. 
Aw've nowt i'th' heawse, an' what to get. 

An' wheer to get owt aw dun know ; 
An' neaw mi wife begins to fret. 

Cose th' childher han t' keep clemmin so. 
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XVI. 

Aw darno beg, aw winno stayle ; 

Ther's not a sthroke o' wark t' be had ; 
An' ev'ry body tells one tale, — 

They never knew things t' be as bad. 
To get this dow aw still con goo. 

Or happen met turn pauper neaw. 
For owt aw see aw shall ha t' do ; 

Mi childher mun ha'' bread shusheaw. 



XVII. 

Aw '11 think no mooar, bo goo up th' stairs 

An' talk it o'er tomorn wi' th wife ; 
Aw awlus gan myseP great airs. 

Bo awlus myent weel o' mi life. 
A careful sthrivin' mon awVe bin, 

Aw've never sowt a pauper's name. 
An' if to bear it be a sin 

They conno saddle me wi th' blame. 




W ®ttt^ JPi^lan 



Qi 



ELL^ want yo pins or neclds to-day. 
Or buttons, threed, or hooks an' eyes ? 
Or want yo tape or petch-wark, pray. 

Or stockins, good an chep, — your size ? 
What ? not to-day ! Well, thoose mun pass j 

Bo is ther nowt yo met ha' had ? 
Here, beigh a doll for th' litt e lass. 
Or marbles— come — for th' little lad. 
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He's flertin' yon i'th' loane, aw sec. 

His taw^s too big by mony a bit ; 
This alley '11 shute him to a tee. 

An' noa be hauvc as yesy t' hit ! 
Yo han no thrade. Well, then, good day ! 

Heaw hard th' tonnes are ! Aw tell yo whol 
Sin folks han bin too poor to pay, 

This connthry side's an autthert spot. 

III. 

AwVe fun it so: it's noan long sin 

Ut folks ud sheawt shus wheer aw went, — 
" Well, Bob, what hasto fresh ? — come in !'' 

An' lots o' brass they awlus spent. 
Bo some at th' dur ull meet me neaw. 

An' some ull come to .th' top o'th' fowt ; 
Mi prattiest things they co'n em feaw. 

Or quietly sen they're wantin' nowt. 
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IV. 

Aw know their dhrift — ^aw see it o' : 

They conno mak' things t* square an' fit ; 
Oitch thries t' noa let his neighbour know 

Heaw fast he's wastin', bit bi bit. 
Bo folks mun s thrive to do ther part« 

Tho* Want an' Sorrow in the breast 
May nestlin' gnaw^ an' at the heart 

Still gnaw an* suck, an* never rest. 



V. 

Neaw ev*ry cheek has lost its rose« 

Its bwons are creepin* eawt to th' Icet ; 
Wi starin' een, an' sharpent nose. 

An' sallow face, — ^it's sad to see 't. 
When ev'ry whoam is nak*d an' bare. 

Folks conno beigh, bo aw con tell, 
Ut Pedlar Bob comes in for th' share, 

O th' hardships, neaw he conno sell. 
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VI. 

Ther's nob'dy wants a ribbin neaw, 

Ther's nob'dy wants mi fancy rings ; 
They're o' too poor, aw wcel know heaw 

It is they dunno beigh my things. 
For sunken cheeks, and starin' een 

Ud match bo ill a weel dhress*d yead ; 
An' one ne'er thinks o' dhress yo seen. 

When th' stomach's skroikin' eawt for bread* 



Folks are ill off, an' ill they look. 

An' aw'm as iQ as them, for sure. 
Mi palsied wife, hoo sits i'th' nook. 

Mi cripplet dowther plays o'th' floore. 
Eawr Jack's a sailor, off at th' sae, 

Eawr Nanny neaw just jobs abeawt. 
Aw do a bit i'th' peddlin' way. 

When th' rheumatiz ull let me eawt. 
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An' mony a time we're hardly set, 

Sthrive heaw we win, do what we con ; 
It fairly makes one t' fume an' fret, 

Sich wark to get a torin' on. 
Ther's little jeigh i' th' poor mon's part. 

When thrials come i' sich a shoal ; 
They choke the sweet springs of the heart. 

The kindlier nature of the souL 



Neaw th' winther's past, and spring is green, 

Fleaw'rs laugh at me an' peighnt to th' sky- 
Aw conno laugh at them, yo seen. 

My laugh ud be bo mockery. 
Aw'm writhin' under th' weight o' grief 

Ut lung has prest me close to th' sod ; 
That dyeth may soon bring sweet relief 

Is o' mi yeamsful prayer to God. 




p^^mi turn's p,^^L 



EAW God above, alone to-day 
Areawt i'th broad, green fields awVe come 
Aw want a twothri words to say. 

Aw shouldno like to say awhoam. 
Mi heart's too full, an' feels so sore, 

Aw'm sure ut betther aw should be. 
If aw could tell mi sorrows o'er. 
An' tell em on'y Lord, to thee. 
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11. 

An' here, among o'th' wWstlin' brids, 

Among'o'th' pratty posies here, 
Ther's summut i* mi breast ut bids 

Me neaw to speak witheawt a fear. 
An' here i'th' sun's great cheerin' leet, 

Wheer sich sweet freshness springs fro' th' sod. 
Fro carpin' men aw.'m eawt o'th seet. 

Alone wi God's things, an» wi God. 

HI. 

No een bo Thine should rest o' me ; 

No ear bi nee, if aw mun tell 
This tale ut brings its pain to me, 

Wi little blame for 't to mysel. 
When cares are great, an' comforts few, 

Heaw busy folks ull pry an' stare. 
An' toot an' sper abeawt one, too, 

Tho' bare back'd Want's an awful scare 
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IV. 

To' th* creepin' things : they fling at th' poor 

Their praise and pity, sneers an blame^ 
An' little whispVins spread, for sure, 

Ut makes folks deawbt one's honest name. 
Aw darno speak to th' good men here, 

Tho' that some gradely help met bring ; 
For th* buzzin' wasps are eveiywheer. 

An' awlus use their peighsunt sting. 

V. 

*' Why Tom o' Joe's is gone for dow. 

For o' so hee he held his yead ; 
Exalt yoarsel, yo'U be browt low. 

Is what we'n awlus seen and read." 
When Bob o' Mat's his case made known, 

Wi stingin' words he'r sorely vext ; 
*' Preawd folb mun rep sich things they'n sown;'' 

They'd crush us wi a Bible text. 
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For men to moan an* walk abeawt. 

An' get fblb' help by tales o' woe. 
When they could weel mak' shift witheawt. 

Is wrong, and rascally an' o'. 
When things one conno help arise. 

An' weigh* us heavily to th' greawnd ; 
When th' wife jeighns th' childher's hongry cries 

For bread, an* o' are clemmin' reawnd j— 



vri. 

What is a fayther then to do 

Ut's dhrained his tother springs o* done ? 
We'd awlus sorrows quite enoo. 

Bo beggin' caps em every one. 
Aw've sthriven hard, an' soon an' late. 

An' long aw've hid mi soory plight ; 
Bo th' growin' ills o' this bare state 

Han broken deawn mi spcrits quite. 
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yui. 

Mi childher'n bin mi greatest care : 

It breaks mi heart to see em clem ; . 
Aw'd tak o' th' ills a double share. 

If Plenty would bo' play wi them ; 
For be these thrials wrong or reet,, 

A mon con ill his temper keep 
Ut sees his childher every nect 

So hongry sob thersels to sleep. 



IX. 

AwVe'sevea oa 'em yon a whoam,. 

Are clemmin', beside me aa' th' wife ; 
We dunno see heaw help con come. 

Nor comfort con we find i' life. 
Aw conna stoop to th* pauper's dole 

An' beg^'s noa for folks like me ; 
Do Theaw support mi sinkin soul — 

God, help me neaw, or le' me dec. 



64 PREAWD TUM^S PRAYER. 



Eawr little Jimmy's wortchin' yet. 

Bo what con his two shillin* do ? 
Mi wife does hardly owt bo fret — 

Eawr bits o' thraps are o' run thro\ 
Theaw know's what one like me ud feel. 

To see his stock o* things gwo less ; — 
A mon ut likes his whoam so weel. 

To strip his heawse an' no redhress. 

XI. 

Relations' gifts, an' gifts o' friends, 
We'n sowd 'em o' wi mony a soik ; 

Bo th' sthrongest sperit awlus bends. 
When honger gnaws, an* childher skroik. 

To empty stomachs toime runs slow. 
An' mis'ry gethers reawnd his yead, 

Ut hongry waits till neet shall fo', 
Ut he may sell his goods for bread. 
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XII. 

Aw've waited so, when th* day wur breet. 

Aw kept close in, an' aw could tell 
Heaw oft aw Ve started oiF at neet 

To sell an* didno want to sell. 
When this breet sun's bin sattl't deawn. 

An' stars bin glimmVin' o'er mi yead, 
Heaw oft aw've sadly ta'en to th' teawn 

A table, cheer, or else a bed ! 

XIII. 

Aw've sthript mi heawse, left th' wife i' tears, 

I' tears aw've made mi lonely thrack. 
While th' childher's cries rang on mi ears, — 

"Be fharp, neaw, daddy, win yo back!'' 
Wi sick'nin' heart an' faintin' feet 

Aw took, last week, eawr fither bed ; 
Mi wife begg'd— "Dunno tak it t' neet," 

An' th' choih i' th' arm said—*' Mammy, bread !" 

F 



66 PREAWD rUM's PRAYJiR, 



Mi things kept less'nin*, one bi one. 

An' nowt has U'en their places up ; ' 
Mi whoam's ncaw like a barn— they're gone — 

We're left wi noather bite nor sup. 
O ! it wur liard eavvrsels to dhraw 

Fro th* things i' th' heawse we'd auKis known ; 
For eawr warm beds, t' put up wi sthraw ; 

For every cheer, a boother stone ! 



O' gone are th' jokes an' th' jolly play. 

An' th' childlier's music, th' welcome scawnd 
Has dhriven oft mi cares away. 

When plenty made its daily reawnd. 
Mi merry little flock oitch neet 

Ud prattlin* romp upon my knee ; 
Aw darno let em neaw, for th' sect 

O' their pale fj^ces bothers me. 
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An' yon, before mi feighrless grate, 

On seven sep'rate stones they sit ; 
Th' wife shai'd among em th' last o' th' mayt. 

An' 's sobbin^ while they're atin* it. 
An' sadness sits i' every face. 

For th' youngest choilt i' th* heawse looks glum. 
An' Want's long bwony arms embrace 

Neaw every livin' thing awhoam. 



Aw 'r fyert ut folks ud find it eawt. 

Aw wur i' sich a sinkin' state. 
Cose when mi childher play'd areawt. 

They'd gether reawnd some choilt wi mayt. 
An' every bite it ost to tak 

Their little meawths ud oppen too ; 
Their teeth ud waythcr, lips ud smack. 

Bo they'd ne'er beg — they'd bear it thro'. 
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xviii. 

An' when its fycstin*s o bin o'er 

They'n turnt tort me sich tearful een, 
Aw'd never felt so hurt before, 

Sich longin' looks aw'd never seen. 
Mi lot's bin gradely hard to bear. 

An' keep th* grim saycret to misel ; 
It's happen wrong to nuss mi care. 

Bo weel Theaw knows aw couldno tell. 

XIX, 

This tale of o eawr sorrows here — 

Aw blush to tell it neaw to Thee ; 
Thy help alone eawr souls con cheer. 

We're sunk as low as low con be. 
An' soon we'st o dhrop into th' grave, — 

Bo Theaw con stop us wi a breath ; 
If t' dusno think it reet to save, 

Taytch us to welcome comin' dyeth. 
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XX. 

O th' things abeawt depend on Thec> 

O th' hedges, threes, an* th' prattler flcawrs. 
An' every buzzart, brid, an' bee. 

An' th' warmin' sun, an' th' coolin' sheawrs. 
Theaw knows heaw keen arc famine's stings, 

Theaw knows awVe neaw done o aw con ; 
An' while Thaiw cares for o these things 

Theaw '11 surely help a sthrivin' mon. 





% 3r#Jtf ^' ^mu. 



Good Lady, — 

Yo mun kindly be. 

An' pardon o mistakes to-day ; 

It's hard, i' writin' things, for me 

To choose a gradely word to say ; 
For here wi th' papper 'fore me set, 

Aw'm keawrin', nibblin' th' eend o' th' pen ; 
Aw've written mony a line, an' yet 
Aw've had to scrat cm cawt agen. 
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This word's wrong spelt, an' that says owt 

Bo what one wants to say, an' so 
Aw scribble o*cr whul sheets for nowt. 

An' wondher heaw th' mistakes con grow. 
Aw want to say yoar parcel's here. 

An' show yo heaw we thankful feel ; 
An' tell, if aw con mak it clear, 

Heaw welcome it wur, too, as weel. 

irt. 

We'd nowt bo what we'rn stondin' in, 

An' every thing wur fair at sthretch ; 
Eawr clwos had o so mended bin. 

We couldno show yo th' mesther petch ; 
Eawr cosy whoam had getten bare, 

We'd popt or sowd eawr little stcck ; 
One shawl wur o we had to share — 

We couldno even ?hare a frock. 
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We shivert if we went areawt, 

Eawr lads wur ploddin' uppo th' hoof; 
O' stockins we'd bin long witheawt. 

We'd hardly one good clog or shoof. 
It's on y folb like us ut know 

The want an' wuth o' sich like things ; 
It's on'y folks like us con show 

The comfort sich a threasurc brings. 

v. 

When th' parcel coom we fairly star'd. 

An' wondhert whoa could yo ha' towd. 
To see o th' things so noicely shar'd, 

I' sich great lots, for young an' owd. 
An' when they o wur sorted eawt. 

An' eveiy one could own a riook, 
Yo should ha' yearn eawr young uns sheawt, 

Seen th' owd uns tone at th' tother look. 
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£awr lads ud put their breeches on. 

An' laugh'd an' talk'd above a bit. 
An' th' lasseSy too, began to don 

Thirsels to see heaw th' things ud fit. 
Aw seed mi mother's ccn wur weet. 

As aw wur fittin' on a cloak ; 
Mi feyther lookt eawt into th' sthreet. 

An' bote his lip, bo never spoke, 

VII. 

An* th' childher jok'd an' breeten'd up; 

Jack said, when puttin' th' things away. 
His clogs, ut us'd to bite an' sup 

Ut every step, must clem to-day. 
While aw geet eawt mi mother's stays, 

Eawr Mally geet mi feyther's shirt, 
Eawr Nelly could do nowt bo praise 

A pratty shawl an' flannel skirt. 
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VIII. 

An' SO we lookt o'er o yo'd sent,— 

A bonny seet it wur to see ; — 
Th' lads said what lots o' brass yo'd spent. 

Then ax'd "Whoa con that lady be ?" 
Mi mother wept an' walkt abeawt. 

An* sharply checkt oitch risin' joke ;" 
An' still mi fey ther lookt areawt. 

An' bote his lip, bo never spoke. 

IX. 

At length eawr Mally said hoo thowt 

We'rn happen wrong to mak a fuss ; 
Hoo didno know ut we'd done owt 

Ut folks should do so mich for us ; 
Th' things met to som'dy else be sent. 

An' by mistake be 'liver'd here. 
Heaw blank at once o'th' faces went. 

As Hope wur sthrugglin' hard wi' fear. 
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For one long minute o' wur still. 

An then mi mother spoke, an' said 
** Ut God wur wortchin' eawt His will 

r dothin' us and sendin' bread ; 
For three yer *Lijah liv'd by th' brook. 

An' th' ravens daily browt him mayt ; 
An' promises hoo fun i'th' Book 
Ut God ud not overlook eawr state. 

XI. 

Yet hoo could see no reason why 

Eawrsels should be so greatly blest ; 
Bo some he'd help, an' some he'd thry, 

An' o' must surely be for th' best." 
These things ull help us mony a day. 

Thro' sleet, an' snow, an' rain, an' cowd;- 
For which, in eawr plain counthry way, 

We thank yo gradely—- young an' owd. 
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Th' lads thanJc yo wi a ladlike glee ; 

'* Thank her for us," my sisters said 
Mi mother said, " Thank her for me ;'* 

Mi feyther lookt and bow'd his yed. 
An' as he turnt hissel abeawt 

A heavy soik fro him ther broke ;' 
An* still he stoode, an' lookt areawt. 

An* bote his lip, bo never spoke. 





(J[it<ttin\ 



ijrtRO heawrs to days — a dhreary length- 
(J*5l Fro days to weeks, one idle stonds, 
An' slowly sinks fro pride an' sthrength, 

To weeny heart an' wakely honds. 
An*' ill ore hopes, an' ever thries 

1 o think ut betther days mun come ; 
Bo th' sun may set, an' th' sun may rise. 

No sthreak o' leet we find a whoam. 



78 



When o' above wur blue an' brect, 

An' o' below wur sweet an' fair, 
AwVe sat o'th' harstonc mony a neet. 

An' plans for th' future built i*th' air 
To th' future neaw aw darno look, 

Wi growin' ills it is so dark ; 
Mi castle buildin' neaw i'th' nook, 

Runs back to th' days when aw'r i' wark. 

in. 

Aw want to sec thoose days agen, 

To see folks cam what e'er they need ; 
O God, to think ut wortchin' men 

Should be poor things to pet an' feed! 
Ther's some to th' bastile lian to goo. 

To live o'th' rates they'n help'd to pay ; 
An' some get dow to help em thro' 

And some are ta'en or sent away. 
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An" private pets some arc like nic, 

O' folks ut watch o'er what they give ; 
Ut oather send or come to see 

What mwost wc need ut we may live. 
An' o' is theirs shuswheer we look, 

Aye, deawn to th' twothri things one wears ; 
An' th' feighr to warm th' owd heawse, an' cook, 

An even th' mayt we eat is theirs. 



We tak whate'ei" they han to give, 

Wi thankful heart an' oppen hond ; 
An' this is th' road we han to live, 

Poor propt up things ut conno stond. 
An' to an' fro one walks i'th' loane. 

Fro th' break o' day far into th' dark, 
Wi' mony a soik an mony a moan. 

An' heart-sick longin' afthcr wark. 
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An' bent wi o* these heavy sthrokes 

We hang cawr yeads when eawt i'th' leet. 
An' this depending' uppo folks 

Oft makes us blush i'th' dark o'th' neet. 
Day afther day wi nowt to do 

Bo int' eawr deep'nin' sthrem o' care, 
Keep wadin' fur, ne'er get tin' thro', 

UU stifle hope an' breed despair. 

VII. 

Whot is ther here ut one should live, 

Or wish to live, weigh'd deawn wi' grief. 
Thro' weary weeks and months, ut give 

Not one short heawr o' sweet relief ? 
A sudden plunge, a little blow 

At once ud eend mi care an' pain ! 
An' why noa do't ? — for weel aw know 

Aw lose bo ills, if nowt aw gain. 



frettin'. 8 1 



VIII. 



Ayd, why noa do't? — ^it ill ud tell 

O' thoosc wiir left beheend, aw fear : 
It's wrong at fust to kill mysel. 

An' wrong to lyev mi childher here. 
One's like to tak some thowt for them, — 

Some sort o' comfort one should give; 
So one mun bear, an' starve, an' clem, 

An' pine, an' mope, an' fret, an' live. 





(!p«m)[0iilin'. 



EAW, Jim, why wilto pine an' fret ? 
Why wilto hang thi yead so low ? 
When folk con nowt no betther get. 

They're like to larn t' put wi dow ; 
Thea'rt gone so thin, thea'rt hardly th* same, 

Thea soiks as if thi heart ud break ; 
Thea pokes abcawt an' looks so tame. 
Wilt gic thi wife a chance to speak ? 
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fust think, a mornin' neaw like this. 

When th' woint comes whistlin' undher th' dur. 
An' th' sleet an' snow, what we should miss. 

It's plain to me we met be wur ; 
For th' feighr is brunnin' brisk an' breet, 

Thea's had thi breakfast — th' childher too, 
Thi heawse is tidy warm an' sweet. 

An' o thi flock are off to th' schoo. 



Neaw if ther'd bin no feighr i' th' grate, 

An' if ther'd bin no breakfast t' have. 
If th' heawse wur in a dirty state, 

If th' childher reawnd for bread did crave ; 
If th' woint coom whistlin' undher th' dur, 

Wi peltin' rain, an' sleet an' snow. 
Dost think thea'd betthcr be or wur 

Witheawt this dow, aw want to know ? 



COMFO&TIN. 



IV. 



At nect before aw gwo to bed. 

At evciy one aw tak a peep. 
An* sthroke oitch little silky yead. 

An* bkss em as they lie asleep ; i 

An' then thank God at ther should be 

Sich kindly hearts i th* hee an' great, 
Ut winno let em stond an' see 

Us poor folks dee for th' want o' mayt. 



To howd their hont one doesno like. 

For bnus they conno co their own ; 
Bo when we tak it wi a soik. 

An* when we spend it wi a groan, — 
It's bo poor thanb to folb ut give, 

Ut wish r bein' so far free. 
To help eawr childher, Jim, to live, 

An' comfort bring to thee an' me. 
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Thea knows they'n sent tts mony a pack, 

An' fan good warm things to put on ; 
For thca's a good cwot to thi back. 

An' awVe a gradely geawn to don. 
A thankful heart ud feel so fain. 

An' wish to shew these fo^ks respect ; 
Aw think it's wrong for thee t' complain. 

As if we'rn deein' thro* neglect. 



It's wrong, aw'm sure, to mope an' fret, 

Abeawt a thing we conno mend, 
For th' sun i' th' breetest day mun set. 

An' th' darkest nect mun have an end. 
Tho' th' wuld is donn'd i' black to-day. 

An' dark cleawds hang i' every nook. 
It's likely soon they'n goo away, 

An' things o wear a breetther look. 
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VIII. 



So let's male th' best o' what folks give. 

An' thank em for it every day ; 
We'n noan so very long to live, 

Ut we should fret eawrsels away. 
An' frettin' 's sich a thankless grace. 

It mars o th' minnits as they come ; 
It seawrs thi good an* kindly face, 

An' deepens every grief awhoam. 





(Sooln' i' §^tUo. 



CEAW slow these weary weeks dhrag on, 

Th' hard toimes ull ne'er be o'er, aw'm sure ; 
Eawr mill's bin stondin' idle yon 

For these last eighteen months, or mooar. 
We walk abeawt i'th* leet o'th' day 

I' clooas ut sumdy else has bowt ; 
Think o'er it when an' heaw we may. 

We're like to own it's up to nowt. 
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ir. 



To thrust to sumdy else for bread. 

An' by th' relief keep torin' on, 
Maks honest folk to hang their yead. 

An' crushes th' heart o' th' preawdest mon. 
We known it's not eawr bread we ate, * 

We known they're not eawr clooas we wear. 
We want agen eawr former state, 

Eawr former dhrudgin' life o' care. 



Toime wur, if ^amdy dust ha worn, 

Sich things as neaw are worn by me, 
Ut folks ud sheawt wi jeers an' scorn, 

'* Eh ! thoose are ' thank yo, sirs,' aw see." 
Bd sheawts and jeers like these are o'er, 

Neaw nob'dy's reawm to mak a stir ; 
If wortchin' folk yo meet by th' score, 

Oitch one uU wear a " thank yo, sir." 
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IV. 

Its fro no faut o eawrs it's true. 

An' folks han met eawr wants like men. 
Like brothers an' like sisters too, — 

May th' great God pay em back agen. 
Heawe'er aw grumble at mi state, 

AwVe no hard word to say to them ; 
Aw thank the poor, aw thank the great, 

Ut couldno stond to see us clem. 



Their help has bin great help to me. 

It's that alone ut sent me t' schoo ; 
It's that ut towt me th' ABC, 

For o aw'd tumt o' forty-two. 
'T wur rayther hard at fust to sit 

An' stare at things aw couldno tell. 
Cose when owt puzzl't me a bit, 

O th' lads ud laugh among thersel. 
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VI. 

A mon grown up, an' owd as me. 

To stop before a letther fast; 
Wur gradely fun for them to see. 

Bo aw geet thro', an' that's o' past. 
I* th' news aw neaw con read a bit ; 

I' th' Bible spell a chapther thro'; 
Con write a line ut's fair an' fit ; 

An' multiply, divide, an' do. 

VII. 

On lots o' things aw get new leet. 

Mi idle toime's noan badly spent ; 
To th' wife an' th' childher neaw oitch neet 

Aw read a bit i' th' Testiment, 
Heaw Jesus Christ once fed the poor, 

An* th' little childher to him co'd ; 
Heaw th' sick an' blind he oft did cure. 

An' th' lame to help 'em on their road* 
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When o' these weary toimes are past — 

When th' schoos an' o' are past away- 
These happy neets awhoam uU last, 

At th' ^end o' mony a breetther day ;- 
Bo th' eend o' th' ill it's hard to see. 

An' very hard to battle thro'; 
A gradely plague it's bin to me — 

It's bin a gradely blessin' too. 





(^^ififtpidit d^hat 



# 



,H, Missis Baker, is that yo ? 

Come in neaw do, an' sit yo deawn ; 
Aw wondhert ut yo didno co'. 

So aft as yo'n bin by to th' teawn. 
AwVe wanted t' see yo mony a day; 

Sometimes aw'r ready t* say for sure, 
Ut Mally Baker kept away 

Becose one happent t' be so poor. 
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These toimes, yo see, make folks so seawr. 

An' widow folks like me are wur. 
If Want o' th' harstone dusno keawr. 

He's awlus knockin* hard at th' dur. 
Tak off your shawl an' bonnet neaw. 

An' sit yo deawna bit i' th' cheer ; 
Yo'st have a cup o' tay shusheaw. 

It's noan so oft one sees yo here. 



III. 

Are th' childher hearty ? th' mcsther too ? 

Yo're lookin' very weel yoarsel ; 
My little flock are off to th' schoo, 

Ah' what they larn it's hard to tell. 
Bo this aw know, aw'm gradely fain 

Ther's wark an' taychin' theer, aw feci 
We should do very wrong t' complain. 

We're manishin' t' get thro' so weel. 
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IV. 



Put this to that, aw think o' th' whul, 

We'st live to bless these days at th* schoo. 
For th' childher's yeads are o' so full 

O' this good wark they're larnin' t' do. 
An' heaw to plan, an' cut, an' sem, 

Wur hardly reckont wuth a thowt; 
One shouldno mind a bit to clem. 

When these are th' things they han t' be towt. 



V. 

Sich folks as us'd to walk abeawt 

Aw hope we'st hardly see agen ; 
Wi less o' knees an' elbows eawt. 

An' slattern wives an' drunken men. 
Thcr'll mony a mother's heart grow leet, 

To see her dowthers sew i'th nook; 
Ther'll mony a feyther's een grow breet. 

To sec his lads pore o'er their book. 
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VI. 

Eawrsels i*th* rook ull betthcr be ; 

Eawr Jack con neaw his letthers tcU, 
Eawr Tom can read as weel as me, 

Eawr Bob is lamin' fast to spell; 
Eawr little Mag con stockins knit, 

Eawr Mary shapes an' sews for brass ; 
An' weepin' sorrow winno sit 

Wi busy lad or busy lass. 



So th' toime unheeded flits away. 

An' every neet we pray for thoosc 
Ut wortcht so hard for mony a day 

r settin' up an' taychin'- schoos. 
O'th' good they'n done they'll never know. 

For it ull last thro' mony a life — 
As mony a tidy whoam ull show. 

An mony a clen an' tidy wife. 
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vm. 

Wi tidy wife and vdy whoam. 

An o* things pleasant theer to see. 
What husband ever could look glum. 

What fcyther tany uppo th' spree ? 
A woman makes or mars a mon. 

For th* taychins ut these folks han given, 
Pray God reward em everyone. 

An' find em o' a place i' heaven. 





Mn^Utit ({httigysnte. 



Farewell. 



ELL^ Will, awVe cOrtie (o say farewell, 
TheaVt settiti' off flext week, aw'm towd; 
An' aw should like td gwo mysel. 

Bo it'8 too far an' aw'm tod owd. 
To Queensland's noan a pleasure thrip : 

Aw hope thea's thawt it fairly o'er, — 
An' letteii nowt ijflportatit slip^^ 
For aftherthdWt'i a wasiin* sore. 
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A weary length o' road it is; 

A weary toime it taks to goo; 
Hast rcckont what good things theaw'U miss. 

An' what hard thrials ha t' gwo thro? 
An' Polly, what thinb thea, my lass ? — 

Theaw sees yo'n three young childher here. 
Thi mind's made up ? well then, by th' mass. 

Aw con bo wish yo'rn safely theer. 



III. 

£h dear ! ut wortchin' folks should want 

A bit o* brass when brass is ned ; 
£h dear ! ut wark should be so scant. 

It brings em noather brass nor bread. 
Come, kiss me, little Peg, an' Will, 

An' Polly, kiss thi gronny, too; 
No mooar hoo'U nuss yo when yo're ill. 

Nor help yo yoar misfortins thfo^ 
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Yoar dad's beawn t' tak yo o' o'er th* sae, 

An* lyev yoar gronny here a whoam ; 
Yo'll want her then for moQy a day. 

An' yo may want— hoo conno come. 
God bless yoar little hearts, yo'll find 

Th' new whoam uU wear no pleasant face. 
An' tho' o' th' naybors may be kind, 

Ther's noan uU fill yoar gronny's place. 

V. 

Ther'll nob'dy get yo daisies then. 

Nor bonny blue bells poo, aw'm sure ; 
Nor mak yo posy wreaths agen. 

Nor twine wild roses int' yoar yure. 
Ther'll nob'dy tak yo into th' clooiF, 

An' let yo romp an' marlock thecr; 
An' when yo'n fairly play'd.enoof, 

UU teighl an' hug yo back, eh dear ! 
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Yo'U ne'er find swallows uppo th' wing. 

Nor see th' three lucky pynarts fly ; 
Nor hearken th' bonny layrock sing, — 

A dark spot ditherin* i' th* blue sky. 
Eawr pratty stars yo'll never see, 

Aw amno sure yo'll see th* same moon ; 
Things mun be wrong, it seems to me, 

Whefer th' winther days throng into June. 



My Will, aw dunno want to say 

Owt to lie heavy on thi crop ; 
It's hard to think thcawVt beawri aWayy 

An' yet aw damo ax thi t* stop : 
Bo mich mi lad depends o' thee. 

They'll look to thee for o' th' support; 
Thea'll ha t' feight long an' hard, theaw'll see, 

Wi ups an' deawns o* every sort. 
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Oft when thea feels (hi sperits sink^ 

When ewes arc getherin' reawnd thi yead, 
An' th' heart feels faint, thea'rt sure to think 

At what thi poor owd mother's said ; 
Bo whate'er comes, thee awlus bear 

Strong heart an' willin' honds the while ; 
An' lad, shusheaw thea'rt rack'd wi care. 

Ne'er let it mar thi cheerful smile. 



IX. 

A cheerful face wheer o is dark 

Is like a lanthorn lit at neet. 
For if it 's but a sheighnin' mark. 

It does a body good to see 't. 
Pray God no greater cares may knock, 

Agen yo^r hearts than have done yet, 
An' may He grant this little flock 

To its new whoam may safely get. 




^amtasMit^ O^mijgmnts. 



The Mother's Dhrem. 



q 



OME, John, dhraw up an' get thi tay. 
Aw dunno feel o' someheaw reet ; 
Nor shanno do, aw'm sure, to-day; — 

Aw*ve past a gradely dhreadful neet ; 
For th* rain *s bin peltin* dcawn so, John, 

An* th' leetnin' 's flasht reawnd th' reawm an' o ; 
An' th' thunner's crackt an' roart so, mon. 
Aw thowt th' owd hcawse wur beawn to fo ! 
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A minute still aw couldno keep ; 

Fro th' tone to th* tother side aw've tost: 
AwVe dhremt an' rambl't i* mi sleep. 

Then started wakken an' bin lost. 
AwVe thowt an' dhremt abeawt yon lad, — 

Abeawt his wife an' childher, too ; 
Aw'm sure ut things wi them are bad, — 

We'd ne'er no biz'ness t' let em goo. 



Aw've seen em i' their Queensland whoam. 

As plain as e'er aw seed em here ; 
Th' place may be reet enoof for some. 

Bo Will uU find no comfort theer. 
Aw seed em i' their wooden hut ; 

They didno seem o' care t' be free. 
For Peg an' Will to bed wur put. 

An' Polly sat o' th' mother's knee. 
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An' th* mother keawert o'th' stoo i'tV nooK ; 

Hoo'r sacHy autthert, too, for sure | 
Will wore a weary, wasted look. 

As he waukt to an' fro o*er ()i' flopre. 
At th* yed ©'th heawse, aw'r i^n to we 't, 

Eawr picthers hung ; an' plain t* he seen 
Theer Polly's mother 's hung o'th' reet. 

An' mine o'th' left, an' thine between. 



An' while aw closely watcht eawr lad. 

He stopt before em neaw an' then, 
Lookt o'er em one bi one so sad. 

Then soikt an' waukt abeawt agen. 
Neaw tell me, John, what dosto think 

Abeawt these wandherin' dhrems i' bed? 
Aw'm sure aw hardly slept a wink 

Beawt they wur rattlin' thro' mi yed. 
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Ther's summat in't, it's awlus said; 

An' Tom o' Tamar's said he seed 
A sthranger stond at th' feet o'th' bed 

O'th* neet afore their Mally deed. 
If owt should happen Will an' th' wife. 

Whatever win yon childher do ? 
God help em thro' this weary life. 

It is a weary life t' get thro'. 



I'th' Testiment thea's sometoimes read 

Ut not a sparrow fb*s to th' greawnd, 
Beawt God permits it, an' thea's said, 

We'rn wuth mich moor nor th' sparrows reawnd. 
So while no succour we con give, 

Him we mun thrust an' munno grieve ; 
An' that He'll taytch em heaw to live, 

An' help em, too, aw'd fain believe. 



i 




